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Then Prince Siddartha stepped up to the in-
furiated animal and, taking it by the forelock, spoke
a gentle word in its quivering ear and laid his right
palm across its eyes. Next he drew his hand softly
down its face and along its neck and sides. In a few
moments the animal stood calm and subdued, and
did not stir even when the prince mounted upon its
back. Then, obedient to the touch of his knee, it
moved quietly across the plain.

A great shout now arose for the victor Siddartha,
and it was suggested to the suitors that further contest
would be useless. They agreed to waive their
claims, reluctantly enough, and the father of the
princess commended the victor, adding the remark
that how a prince reared in a garden and spending his
youth among bowers of roses could have learnt such
mastery of the manly arts> passed all comprehension
of mortal men.

Then at a given signal from her father, Yasodhara
rose in her place and, taking a crown of flowers in her
hand, stepped down and advanced slowly and grace-
fully to meet her lover, who stood at the side of the
black horse which he had just tamed by his gentle-
ness. She bowed before the prince with unveiled
face and flung the garland of fragrant flowers about
his neck. Then for a moment only she laid her
head upon his breast, and, stooping, touched his feet
as she murmured gently, " Dear Prince, behold me,
who am all thine own." At once the prince took the
maiden by the hand, and when she had once more
covered her face with her veil of black and gold the